
Confusing
The Classics

.A CRITIC of moak has «topped for-

/ \ war«! with the theory thal *v!a-sir-"
** are Bl appreciate! when the hear-
i*- «¡oe-n't kti««\v they ¿ne classics, «>r any-

thing about them -also that composers of I
a >ingle period c«-«me t<> Mund very much
.-.!ikj» a few generatior.s later on.

"The classics." declarer Krnest New¬
man in one of the newer British weeklies,
enjoy an unusual immunity from criti-

: i." Ar.d this, he believes, is the reason

lhere are tell thirgi in Bach, t lier * are

.jTnd things m Mozart; but the rash c-itiC;
i o iho'jld dare to .-peak of the dulne.s of
Boah or the vapidity of Mozart would not be

le to call his .-oui bia own for the -.r-^:

'«. rtiiight.
It is only when we hear a classic without j
i.owing that it is a c.a-sic that v.e car. see

t M it really i* I was once in my profca-
icnal capacity at a concert at which a !ym-

.»katie gentleman played some lymphatic
-oios on that most lymphatic of instru-

ments, the flute. Music written «pee.ally for
the flute is not. as a rule, remarkable for it-

intellactual quality, and the flute n a« e

played that avoaiag was quite up to the nor«

mai standard of emptiness. At the Mi.

flautist p' e«J a melody that struck

being ot .ven less intellectual substance
'ian its predecessor . and in my notice of
.he concert next morning I said so The

neal day a friend stopped me m the street,
; nd asked me. in awe-stricken tone-, if I was

.ware of the blasphemy I had committed.
This last melody, it seems, was MI arrange¬

ment for the flute of one of Mozart'«. My
'nend evidently thought that this guaran¬

teed it; he was quite hurt when I painted
«ut that ¡t was precisely because 1 did not

1 now the melody to be by Mozart that I lis-
tened to it and judged it. with ears unpreju-
»'iced. Had I known in authorship I mipht
Save been subconsciously prepossessed in its
'ivor.

Bach May Steal the Horse

I often wonder what we should do an«! say
here and there during performances of the
Matthew Passion and the B Minor Mass, the

boral Symphony and "Tristan," if we did
ot know we were listening to Bach and (
icethoven and Wagner. We [.our the via!««

f our scorn on smaller men for boring us '

reach ¡e«c; so true is it that Bach may steal
;ne horse while Saint-Saén» may not look
over the hedge. Were the au'horship of an

jnsigned work of Brahms in dispute, I won-

kf how nany of our Brahms experts could
ard would criticise his workmanship with

lae same skill and freedom as that v.*;th
"hi,*h the workmanship of Romney was criti«

d in a recent trial.
That is one point; hut a still more inter¬

esting one for musicians :.- what would hap-
on row and then if scores, like pictures,
were sometimes left unsigned or falsely
gr.ed, and their composers had to be dic-
overed hy the deductions of experts from
r«teri«al evidence. We may think that the

tyles of the leading romposers of to-day
te so distinct from each other that no con¬

tusion between them is possible. Perhaps
ot at rresent; but what may happen ii. an-

.«-.her i*\o hundred years or so, when time
n 1 tkOW sad still new*er development« of

ha vocabulary of music have given to the

o-t diverse styles of to-day somcthirg of
hat air of resemblance that the or.ee diver«e

composer» of the sixteenth or seventeenth
century nww have for us?

I think it unquestionable that the »ime

?ill come when, to the ordinary music lover.
Ivhus and Debussy will Found as much »like
r.s Mozart and Haydn or Wagner, and Elgar
"d Céîar Franck as much alike as Couperm.
i'aqum jar.d Rameau, or as WUbye, Weelkcs

**id Ravenscroft. Only the expert will then
e able to distinguish between the modern

Myles 1 have cited, as only the expert can

now distinguish between the older styles that
.aere contemporary v i*h each other. But
?A ill even the rvrer*« be able *o «peak wi»h
i onfidence Î

Dering the pat season the, old debate
ver the ,-ontention that Gounod may not

. have been the compose- of "Faust'* wa?

I -evived. pre« eded. pos-ihly influer.ced, by
the presentation of an inferior opera hy
the illustrious Bizet, creator of "('aimer.."
The English critic has some things, to say
about the pèserai fallibility of the purdie-
f ven the discerning few-in matters of
estimating authorship. «Dr. Johannes
"Schreyer. of Dresden, startled the world
a year or two before the war hy declaring
?hat nearly a third of the works attributed
to Bach in the great Bachgcsellschaft edi-
tíem are not by Bach at all. And-

Did Grieg Write "Madame Buttcrfl,' ?

.Vit'-iryj* go.-g «¡ui'e tr-s* *ar with bite, it
» toierally certain that v.e convention-ally
I'imire Bach for more than one arerb el
«"?ich he is innocent.
Ware the .'. .?.».; «core o' "Moni te

'« diseo\e*i .', ¡,«, a later generation
jr«, by uhat process of analysis «roul
ptrl dare t<. attribute it to War* I .

" \

*', for »i r-nturv or two, Wagner's career h id
«bON «...ppoif ?; . ?- ,. r'oved w .'?

"Lohengrin," would *h»re be a raraafht
Europe Morageooi eiough to ettrihete to

.le same caaspeser the nevrlj diaeovci d

.i-inynioj« "-«-«re of "Tr s«taa'**
If the «jeta of "Madame Butterfly" had
"'..r1.i n the l
-»eco-.d eoatar * *? :g*-.* K\f bon atI rib

uled to Grieg on ira »trtBgtfe of thl *..

',riegl»h quality of th. ..'» . !umb«r-«or.g
?hat Buferfly Biaga to the child in the list

I f'u;,- K». *he feeling, when '. War
«Meg, tea \,F

M*akor.
F.en in a matter «relatival]

pi« a» th.-. folksong* tha restogaised ex¬

perts c»n go grieveesly wtoi-.g When
Figar u»erj a «gteeiae «Vi'm f« aag
,n bia Allegro for
-»ring ." H well ki '.?? Bl d« I C1 ..

prominent member o' the Polk ;-ong
deesa?» I it to 1 11 Itatioa «er the folk

.'- When 'he >g»nd got about that a rer

'am ma-!ody in "lu the '. ou'h" w»s »r. 'M1
ian «folksong 're BaSBB critic recognized the

«foaejea fe . q ility t» aa*t H -*»s d^*
inctly Ufif'ir' .* »*e for I Bl thal the mr'o'Jy
'«apper.ed IO b« E far'- Q ' BVeal M .'r'.rT,
f-it to !*..

It i» »rguab!»-, bowevet that the reason

vhy the exports blaaeor is that they »re

-ot expert e .o'jgh I am i-ure that if the

analys.» of style ead technique were ron-

ducted on thoroughly BCieatiflc line« bv
the methodí tu' keva lately proved f«i effl.
eaeiatti la detere ;* ? it tw.rh «,? ?»,*

a*avcar* Is tea leaoeare ar.-i ho

The Man Who Was Afraid
Bv Pierre Mille. Translated hy William L. McPherson

On the Somme:
"MUD"

OBS of the «toe! peÀgwjoini tragedies of
nor ¡a the tragedy of fear in the heart of
tho soldier. To the infinito credit of human
rat "re «tool men triumph mer fear. When
the test comes they ptti behind them the

spectre of terror. They die, but they do
not yield.

The weakneot of tho exceptional man

wham fror compton only emjihasizes tlie
i,-ural fbre of tho mas-. It is not cas-

tomarg or edifying to write war «tori««
l'haut men in whom the .fighting yjuri*
foMo, Yoi the frnacd'i of .«¡i/c/i o faibtre
In-: ttlwagt to he reckoned with. In this
.«.'on/ the author treat ft it sardonically.
Maybe thai Î0 the mont who!000OOO WOO) to

treat it-to laugh ii off. Humor it one of
lierre Mille'0 gifte 0« a irriter of war

«fort««. He l,as al--o a fine imaginative
quality and n clear grip on tie realities of
nar, n0 many Others of LUÍ I -I, ntribu* ions to

French war fiction will attest.

IT IS impossible for me to tell you why
the soldier Cruchard was a victim of
fear-of a fear which never showed

any abatement, which had not quitted him
for a day, or an hour, or a minute in the
six month.«, which he ha«! bt en at the front.
It might, ii you reflect on it. be more nat¬
ural to put the question the other way and
to wonder how it can happen that among
three million men there arc BO few who are

sfrsid, or BO many, si least, who know how
to conquer fear. Remember that before
this war they were all like you and me-

that they were afraid of the dark and ita
mysteries when they were little children;
that Ister they wore afraid of the deep
water, of the fire which burned, of the
horse« which dashed by thom in the
streets; of bed «logs, of pain, of death, of
things with which they wore unfamiliar or

which they knew only too well. They were

like you, like me, like all the world.
Anti, all of n sudden, here are these three

million men precipitated into the midst of
the most frightful and most general cata¬

clysm the world has ever known. What is
the ferocity of nature compared with that

of man'.' Anti with what feeble means nat¬

ure work- compared with those whi'-h man
employs' What i«- tho destruction of ,>t.
Pierre in Martinique by the volcano of
Mount Pelée, which cost only forty thou¬
sand lives-the price of a single battle in
this war which has lasted for more than
two yeer« end I half-what is the wreck¬

ing of Messina by an earthquake alongside
the hurricane of shells which for the last
thirty months has pounded, ground, re¬

duced to impalpable dust hundreds of vil¬

lages and towns, and then hundreds more'.'
And yet we see these three million men,

who resemble you and mc, face each day
this terror, without succumbing to it. See
how these men. day after day, with their
muddy feet, with their miry feet set in
the paths of glory, trample down and
master the most legitimate and primitive
of instincts- the first to be bom, the last
to disappear-the instinct of self-preser¬
vation.

Explain this miracle as you will. Invoke
discipline, invoke patriotism, contagion of

example and familiarity with danger, the
treasures of energy and abnegation accu¬

mulated by the race, the will of intelli¬
gence triumphing over the hesitations of
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At a eamp near Albert, whose church, with the image knocked awry, is seen to the right. With the permission <>t the

officer on the left some soldiers are fishing in the mud for such fragments of old limber, boxes a>id lins as may be

of use fe them in their field housekeeping, though they are not worth collecting for depmit a' the official salvage^
dumps i SnIrSeo« SOM ?'???? me ft '.?in.

the flesh--it remains none the lesa «

mi rael«'.
Only the miracle wa« not produced in

í ruchard's case. Let us assume that the
others aro super-men. He romaine.i only
a natural human being-and therefore
nothing very much tO boas! about.

Perhaps he had begun wrong. I once

had a dog like that, in whose ears poure «me

j had foolishly discharged a gun the first
I day he was taken out to hunt. He retained
an insurmountable horror of firearms.
When he saw a gun he Flunk away, his tail
between his lej_rs and hid in a C4 liar or a

garret.
The events of the war, the first time he

mixed into them, produced the same effect
on Croehard. He never recovered from his
first tit of fear. On the contrary, its ef¬
fects seemed to magnify with every new

and disagreeable experience to which he
was subjected. So that he reached the

point not only of saying that he was afraid
when he had reasons to be afraid and to

conduct himself accordingly, but of talking
about his fear when the causes of it had
provisionally disappeared; of living in an

anguish of danger! to come, of groaning
and trembling by day, of trembling anti
groaning by night. He was not simply a

useless soldier and a bad soldier. He was

a dangerous and demoralizing Boldler. He
.-piead «the contagion ol' his own panic
They tried punishing him. He deriled,

without concealment, that no punishment
could be equal to the discomfort of «doing
the things which could save him from pun-
¡shinent. His superiors tried to play on his
feelings. They appealed to his honor, to

his prule. But in vain. He answered
"What would you have? I am afraid.

That is a thing one cannot help. Ar ,1 Í
shall die of fear-that is certain. But it is
still more certain that I would rather die
of fear than by a bullet, hy the explosion
of a shrapnel or a bomb, or by a 320 shell,
«.i any other of those miserable COtltriv-
anees which make such a terri tying noise.
Oh! that noise! I want to get away
I rom it."

His only intrepidity was that of ob¬
stinacy. It ended by wearing out opposi¬
tion. They had some scruples about shoot¬

ing such a poor devil. You see, too, that he
rever absolutely refused to obey. He
merely said that he was afraid and that it
was impossible for any one to discharge
Cne'a duty when he was in a statp of
Terror all the time. The colonel, to whom
the case was submitted, finally :-aid:
"What doe- that mun do in civil life?"
They looked up his record and found

that he was a «baker'a apprentice.

"Will," nid the colonel, "why not
make « belter out of bira? Send him into
the military bekeshop anywhere, <>nly so

lu les1 lia ;.-. ; esce."

That ia how Crochan! won hi« personal
victory before ti e Allied annie« won theirs.
He kneaded pana of dough, pat them in the
ven. took them out amain and declared

himself completely satisfied. Unfortunate«
ly there wes a change in sdministrstiptt.
One result of this chance was to revive the
soldier Cruchard'a mental sgony and his

of the flesh. An order carne

which sent back to the front, to the first
line, all the men ««f his elsa«.

This period i-f pacific repose had not

altered his aouL < rut-hard ssked o.i ar¬

riving at the front
"I- it always bal hero'.'"
"Worse than ever," they told him.

''Those pig« arc alway« inventing some¬

thing new. One has no longer a minute
of tranquillity. The ector is becoming
disgusting. Von hove only to look at the
ground."

As far sa bia eyea could io« the soil
was torn up, to a depf'ti of eighteen feet, as

by the wheeli ol orne gigantic chariot.
And it continuer it:; work-the fhariot.
Great sheila buried themselves m the
fearful mixture of slime, blood and

corpeea and then burst under the mass j
wuth enormous rumblings. It was as if the

globe, the whi le globe, had a stomach-.
ache and was revenging itself hy crush¬
ing the little human beings who were lying.
flet n its surface. Cruchard felt death-,
ly sick.

"I wart to get away from here," he
said. "This is no sensible «place to be. It

is no place to stay. They sent me to the
rear. They found that it was just and use¬

ful to give me a good place in the rear.

They had no right to change their minds."
"OKI man," his comrades told him, with

a sort of compassion, "it's all in the day's
work. You're here and you'll have to stay
here. It is the same thing with everybody."

"But it oughtn't to he the same thing
with everybody. As for me, I tell you
that I'm afraid."

Bal they only shrugged their shoulders.

As if being afraid made any difference.

Weeks passed and Cruchard's terror in¬
creased. One day, he reached a decision,
all in a shiver:
"There is nothing else to do. I must

write to my sister."
They joked with him.
"Who is she. your sister? Is she the

foster mother of Lyautey? The cook of

[Poincsré! The cousin of the King of
Montenegro? And even, you know, if she
were all these at once"-
But that didn't prevent him from an¬

nouncing presently:
"I've done it. I'm not going to stay here.

! have written to my sister."

They thought that his fright hail made
him a little foolish. But one morning an

order arrived at headquarters. The
soldier Cruchard was demobilized. He was

the only person whom this news «lid not

BUrpriee. He contented himself with
raying:
"That was only natural, inasmuch as I

had written to my sister."
They surrounded him. I am obliged to

say that they envied him. He had become
a personage, since he hail done a thing
which they considered impossible. The
most stringent laws were waived in hi«
favor. And who, then, was this all-

powerful sister? He told them:
"Her husband is a cattle feeder. At

Clamart."
"What of that?"
"For a long time she pursued me to «lo

it. She said to me: 'It is your oppor¬
tunity. If you want to get away here is

your chance. Marry Jules'.« cousin.' But
that didn't appeal to me. I must confess
that she is not appetizing. 1 should have
preferred some other way. All the same,

when I .-aw how it was here 1 thought:,
'Anything ia better than this life.' And I
wrote to my Bieter: 'Marry h«r. Marry]
her st once for me-by proxy.' It seems

that -he did so, for I SHI demobilized."
"But what had the fact that you married

the lady to do with demobilization?"
I was just going to tell you," explained

Cruchard,. with a sigh. "She is a widow,
with three girl« and three boys. S»o I have
he«n demobilized as the father of six
children."

Vii'l this story is really true.

;'eele or Greene or Chapman -certain formu
Ire could be isolated in each composer'«
work that would suffice, in most disputcl
,-es, to settle whether a given piece of

music were by him or not.
Illgar ia very partial to phrases nc-rinning

with four falling notes of the dia+oaic
seale; his first symphony is largely eon
»structed en such a «-equente (¡reg's fall¬
ing thirds are notorious. Straus» bases the

beginning of a large number of bil BBOlodies
on the notes of the six-four chord; both the

¡main themes of 'Till L'ulenspiegel" are onlv
Ivariaata of this chord; other variants of it
play a large part in "lion Quixote" ft will
be seen again in the f.rrt theme of the
"Sinfonía Domestica," in BOMB of the chief

j "Salome" melodies, and in "KWktra"

Every Composer Betrays Himself

Handel loves a melody that flow» for the
mo-t part in smooth .seconds, with an «cca-

or.al return by a leap to the upper or low.
1er part of the scalea followed by «the same

IDCCeSSioBS of seconds as before. "He shall
feed His flock" and "Ombra msi fu" are

'vpicsl examples. Many of Weber's melo-
«l as seem to swing np and doora on a p.vot,
f-.ere ¡s a «,'«r* of immovable centre, above
and below which the notes ri.se and fa ! in

.; rta-al eri'd: 'ance.«, see, for lnrtance, the
¡clarinet tune in the "Oberon'' overture, or

'I e K fl'.f irelorlv in the "Freischütz" over«

ture. It is certain that every compose-,- un¬

consciously betrays binaelf in similar «nsn-

hethei of melody! of harmony, of
BStration or of (.'cr eral terh-

reful aaalyal would provide the expert
so many ind'sputably personal points

of »t\ le that his a**r bution of any uns',*med
work to its true composer could not be que»-
.¡on#d I believe that the authorship of th«
"Jena" symphony could be se'tled on«e for
all hv :. BBa with the nece>-»ry leisure
|ard onportunity f.«r subjecting the work of

sethoven and hi«. contemporari»« io this
. «r» of chemical snalynis of styll

Brei leisure for this amplitude is not
vouchsafed the averag** critic-much less
the long trusting public In th» last an¬

alysis one must be nconcfled to taking
n uch on faith.

Women Students in Prussia
f>. M '» "-ailolr».

Ii*e number of women 'tudents hss «toa«
« e>rab!v increased during the war Arcord-
.rg ia Herr Oheimra' 'lilirnnn. there »tudy,
al the prosoat, l,7tl women at the r'niver»ity
«,t Prussia; is» ia the theological. ^8 m th»

j judicial, 706 in the medical and 2,989 in the
iQacellod philoeophleal faculty, embracing

anea proper, the candidates for all sorts
>.* '»aching pontions, et«- Theologisn» "*

11 te the Beateretea who«» aeeepeats
««ne«) in the trench»* or beran,e lacapecitated
foi «theil beti feactioasa

Current War Poetry
The Gods of War

THF. Cods are grinding slowly, but the
mills run red,

The cruel cogs are crunching, sa the mon«
ti mswa are f .<!.

There are muttered thunder sounding
'mitl the clash of savage years.

For the wheel.- are clogged with moaning-,
and the bitter drip o' tears.

(Had days and night.« of laughter into the
past are fled

The Cods are grinding slowly, but the
mills run red.

The God« are grinding slowly, but the fuel
ia piled up high.

The stars look down in sorrow, and the
moon weep«* in the sky.

A stench is on the southwind from the
pyres ,,.» the hills,

There ia ruin in the rivers, there is poison
in the rills,

The souls of women «either, like thr b*>die:
of the dead:

The (i'.ds aie grinding -lowly, hu* the
mills run red.

The Goda sr« grinding slowly, but lik*
mountain they «ire strong:

Their eyes are blind to suffering, and thfir
ears are s-hut to wrong.

They've made a pact with Charon, ami hb-
boats «rail on the «hore;

Earth's minions Mumble to them as the
vengeful connon roar.

The river Sty« ia heaving with the blood
that mortals shed

The God.; are grinding slowly, but. the
mills run red.

The Goda are grinding «lowly, bul the
mills are choked with foam,

Hete fester« every hillside, (¿riff bid«*« in
many a home;

The winds «if jealousy run swift across
the smoking skies.

And (¡reed walk., in the market place, o'er
which the vulture flies.

Humanity, beneath their yoke, to sacrifice
is ied:

The Gods are grinding slowly, but the
mills run red.

J. Corson Miller, in Pcarson'o,

On Coming to Salónica
I SAID that Flanders held no charms

for me,
Grew weary of the endless, supine lields,
The chating pavé and the miry lane«
And dull monotony of mill and tree.
Till fortÉn« fotîix me into France-
And then I BUfSfty thought Rom-nice
Would .-tart to thrill ma everywhere,

And visions of a storied past arise
In towns and hamlets and the people's eye«.
Alas! UM ancient majesties ha«! fled
From «-die and from souls: (I thought)

instead
Wa only rude necessity, scant livelihood
Laboriously gained, and narrow live?
Lived out in narrow streets and itunted

farms.
1 was familiar with war's dread alarms
Through nineteen lagging month«, till

struck
The hour of that, great epic of the Somme.
When lonc-leashe«! fury leapt ur°ti
The foe, and broke his pride
And trumpeted his doom.
Yet little joy was left to me who rea«l
,That story in the purpl-* script.
Of dear lives done to death and stricken

friend..

Then, with chill lonelin«« s al».ut my heart
I i-ani«-' i«-« Greece. Nor the delight of blue

waters
Nor wami sk'c- -hall heal my smart.

The poignant loveliness of bill? ard sea

Brings added hitterne-s to memory.
And old Olympus f-corning cloud«
And tnssíng his white-Mown locks
In the face of the sun, the !*.->rmian ro-';«
Against the purple edge o** Thessaly,
' aim waters laving !i.-tl"-.-!y
The long lank ringers of the Chersonese,
An«! Hortiac's twin heights and their

bright company
Of romping hills that tumble U the ra.

And Salónica lying idly -m the shore.
Like some «old faded palimp-e-f
Cast there by centuries el e!«i« «and flow-
All these seem but the gaudy, empty show
of things, and hard and bitter i.- the «-«re.

I may not dally with them like that care¬

less boy
Who played with Helen's hair
\\hen Death was busy at the gates of

Troy,
Nor like those war-tried wanderers fain

to press
To hungry lip« the flower of soft forgetful-

ness.

It were a heresy for me to feast
On all this glorious riot of the Fast,
For this is Jupiter's domain-not Christ's!
Ah, no; my buffering God
Is in the flats of Flanders and the fields of

France!
He walks
The chating pave and tn» mu > u.

Is manifest in narrow streets and narrow

lives ...

'

Sote buffeted bj «rind« «nd reii
And daily crucified upon the Somme.

0 frii id of mine,
Still toiling in the middle fray.
\nd you, «leur soul Bl re«l
In I 'catii'. fjuiet franc1.
(>. how I envy you
The Bweel humility of France!

Kalamari, I'M V P.
Satnrd'-:', Re\ 'e', .

Battles
i.

f~\ W HEN the Fighting Spirit dies in one
*-*' Ai I when -«-s for only Peso« and

Re
j And dsya where BO Wild dream.« are

msnifei t,
Beware! the glow fades, desdened in the

There i- at, arge no more where waters run

Shouting their challenge from the earth's
scarred breast,

N'o great sdventure calling from the
We '

When «li«, the Fighting Spirit dreams are

On to the battle. You'h; The glory
done.
pays'

Wai lest« forever In the growth of
things.

The chu {relesa t-easop.s an ti o wir..Is of
God.

War ITS*--, forever in the heart that

True to a dream that fichts to keep its
wines

Out of the dust where broken men mu.-t

plod.
II

?ir.cç one must die. why die before Death'«
bend

Shut.- off the sun and moon and seals
the eye

To Btnilea end teen, rainbows and stormy
.slll.'S,

And ill one hope-! rMCBS day to understand?
O living death, 0 life in empty land,
When one's heart ha- no more a voice

that erie«
A challenge to the dullness and the lies
Of peaceful dsya, no voice of prcat com-,

mond!
Give m« -i lighting chance for Victory.

And I con better bear the greet defeat
Than if I have my .«word of dreams to rust.

0 Life be praised! I thrill that I can be
Here in the days whose bugle calls are

awi .??.
With dreams to f'u'ht for, and to love, to

true!
-Glenn Waul I>r«:b.n*h, in Peet Lore.

Blackwood On
President Wilson

FROM "\ague. phrases" to respectable
commonplaces," "Blackwood'.- Mag¬
azine" traces the development of

President Wilson's mental reaction to war.

In the course of «some editorial "Musings
Without Method" «this terse epit-mie ap¬
pila ra
We are glad, srith a certain iron*-, that the

ti States fight upon ear »ide, because
theil alliance is a plain justification of our

conduct during the last three yenr>.
We hive been fating the battle of the

''nited States for many miM-h«. Th»re can

be no man, no* blinded with politic?, who
does not know thal if K-iglnnd sad France
hid been defeated m the :;éid the United
tates would have been Germany's next vic-

tlntu And yet we remember vag'ir» rhr;«se<
.mont "peace without victory." and, worse

Still hints that the two sides were fghting
.' r he ians object.

!. -..in.'.i sa t-oiigh Mr U ii -on either mi«'-

*"«-V tlie meaning of history himself or put
faith in the intelligence of the demoe-

raej erhoae perfection he vaunts in hi« famous

He reeegnisee at leat that Gerawap
'.. wagiig \aar again«', mankind. He con¬

fesses that he was compelled to choose be¬

tween war ? d submission: tha» he could not

surTer the m«»-t s*«-red rieht? of hi'* nation to

a ignored and ?. iola ed

Forgetful of«rhat he had seid in the past.'
i now asserts that dvilisatiOB ItaoU was in

.he balance, ar.d that right i« mor» preciou«

than paaca. With these re»rvctable commoi*

places of internitional politics we proved our

agree men *. in August, 1914 when we «ent «mr

«flemn ultimatum to (ierVr.snv.
_

Songs That Make
Soldiers Forget

JOHN PHILIP SOUSA s«tys, t'1:i. *,;.
r.a'.a! band of 200 members at the
(¡reat Lakes training station is to re¬

main a permanent organization. Recently
he was asked as to the kind of song the
Am«*ncan soldiers w'.l make their "Tip¬
perary." and Mr. Sousa replied:
T**e song the soldiers are going to l;\e is

the -jor.,? that «loes not constsntly re.nind
»lem of their beir*- soldier«. No good sol-
«J er like' to be talked to about his patriot-
;sr*i. I ihoeld as Foon care to he asked if
1 know ra'.ything about music The fact that
i soldier wears '*-e uniform is the ¿«ambol
that he :« the guardian of patriotism It
ii his job. A long as he is in the service it
i- h:« life, arl when he .-ings he is not go-
«rç to sing about himself, but something
iifferen*.

I found that out d«ir"Ig Bl) 'wehe \esrs

a« director of the Marine Band in Wash-

"Misinforming
A Nation"

THE most serious »spect of the indict¬
ment brought by Willard HunW
ton Wright in his criticism of tb*

"Encyclopar-dia Britannica," in his vol***,
"Misinforming a Nation," lies in the tin
that it is an indictment of ourselve» 0«
our slavish imitation of Europe and of«»,
lack of true nationalism.

His savage attack upon the '"Er.eyeW
dia Britannica" and his "exposure" of «.

well-known English view of the univtre
take on a particular meaning rather t»
those who have accepted it as an America*
textbook and who have ignored the mer.

| its of our own splendid encyclopedia.
But Wright, a most raiical critic ia

art and letters, has performed a distinct
service in his "critical examination." fror
example;

In our slavish imitation of KngUnj "
have dc-Americar.ued ours. ;\f« to tuch ».
Uxtent that there has grown up in u» i *»-¡

cal British contempt for our o**n egm
achievement«.
The "Kticycloptadia Britiuir.ica," 1« \.t

nain departatoata of culturo, « c'n*r.t*.r.
«. ! by naiaatateneata, laeieaaabl« orni»!,*«,

rabid und patriotic «rajadle«*, peraasal «¡l.
raeail ;. blataat «tier of fact, tchaesli
gnorance. pro«« neglect of non-Br.tu»

leltart, BB astounding egotum and an un«
li«guisej contempt foi KJBOliea« progr**,*,.
The article on "D-Moraey" ii eaalaal ta

the alleged democracies of Grmet and th«lf
«i tiagaWhed, if .onie tiaaa dead, a«w«Natej,
Wait Whitman, Mazuni, Abraham Uaeafc
Telatey, Switxartaad, Nee Zealand, Au.tr».
! i, Pinlaad, Iceland, Oregon :.re unkrowt
ouantitie« to this anon>mous rlaaalclat The
author of the articlea on .-,-. j. nc,

very fumiliar with the Ajaerican ¡«oeiolopiit«,
still le«.« with the (Jerman, aad not it t[\
with the French. Th« naraea of Htnr»
George, Karl Marx ami Friedrieh Ba«nals aae
omitted.

In the tield of literature Wright discor.
ers even greater disparagement of thinp
American. While numerous hobhi«i of
English extraction are (ives column* of.
laudation, no mention whatever is mad«of
the following American «rritera: Edith
Wharton. David Graham Phillip«, G«.
trude Atherton, Winston ( burchill, Ow»
Wister, Ambrose Bierc«, Theodore Dreier,,
Margaret Deland, .Jack London, Robert
tirant, Ellen GlBSffOW, Booth Tarkingto«
ami Robert Herrick.

Mr, Wright continues hi« lament:
Mr- Oliphant i« riven OVat a mlumn. mara

space than is «llofted t« Anatole Frsr.c«,
. i.ppce or the GoMoerta G< rga Mer.-iith
is giver, sx columns, more ipata than »..

corde,I F'aubert, do Maup:i««.»::* and Zola
nut toffethT Bahre« Lyttei ha« two rob
..mns. mire space than i« (rnen r>T«toi«v«kf,
Anthony Hope has altno-t «o ..ii amount

of space with TurgeniefT an') mnr« fin
William Mean Rowella. Kipling, Birri«,
Mrs. Cla kell, Mr-.. Humphr. Ward u4
Felicia Heman«. are each .iccor.-.»«d rasr»

«.pace th?.-. either Zola or Marl» T'.»ain.
Although no Engtiah playwright la too ob«

beni«' for «xteaaive eelogy. ii vou .'»liri

'a*iy information concerning the devcloBHBBS
|cf the American theatre, or IB to kno»

ray detalla about Da Broaaal
Howard, Charles Heyt, Bteela Mackay«, Au-
.rustus Thomas, Clyde Fitrr- or ' ?'?.*. RUl

lyon will h.-ve to gi» to .-. ii *hi.*i
the "Encyclopaedia Btitann
Turniag to the biogra Igar Allan

Pre. wa Had that this writer iT' cwet OBIT
I column and a half, le- thin ii
:*-.en Austin Hobson, Coventrj I'a'mor«* ot

W. E. Healey! And the biography ittt'.t h
so ineot that, it is an affront . Amiricin
taote and an insult to American irwV,;.t»rr«.

Mr. Wright bitterly rosen'«, the «ant
treatment accorded Well Whitsass M<*

laughs at the biography of one Davi-
Hannay, "an American who has Iori* ir.ee

become a world figure in Httratun Han«

i.ay's claim to fSBM m» trivial '1' '''17
of the Boys] Navy.'"

In painting the "Brit«'".tea" tal¬
ly calculated to make French SI I Kbmfh
can painter- and cri* t "un BCOrlei '.nth
rage. Mr. Wright, finds plenty of ga*
phies of British «ert.ni*>: tal paint.--, but
does not find any men* kM of CesanM. Ha
continues:

P.obert. Henri, Mary « a«»at\ Oorp* Bel-
Ii.ws. 1 wachtman. < \s Bawtherae, . »ek*
ena, Jerome Heyan, George Lal ii *3t«

(«?dall, Paul Dougherty, AJlofl : " »ad
other American painter« do SO. s *.'

though their Eagli«!, «OBtOSipererll »re a«t
forth in ste.tr.

In music MacDowell, Chsdwi« Nevis,
Souaa and Buck are ignored. troug%
Pritish music hall halladle«1 «re yJnM
aniple biographies. In medicine >^-<>^

Hexner, H. S. Jennings. < 3. Mint*.
George »"rile. Harvey Cushing arid othar
American disenverers are ignored, who*
the Queen's physicians arc lauded ext«*

lively, Luther Burbank, the AnttrioM
Metchnikoff, the Frenchman, a-e unknown.
In connection with the Bteaunhoet, Retan
Fulton is mentioned as an sfter-thi tgm
Thomas Kdison receives only thirty-three
lines of biography in a competid; ;n which
devotes whole columns to men of M F*r*
ticular achievement, whil** Alexartirr
Graham Bell is given just thirteen Hn»
Wilbur and Orville Wright are not men¬

tioned in connection «rtth flieh» or r'y.nf.
the ipnc« being monopolized by Bit H.ratn
S. Maxim.

In philosophy Mr. Wright Undi *?
Freud, Jung, Bergson. Stanley, Ha'.l. Jo*

siah Royce, John Dewey are lUMl)l«*w
ignored and William James K-V.S enly
twenty-eight lines, «while ini.unifr-bl«
English philosophers and »sthetiit*. all
but monopolize the columns. AS (?* *m

political bias and the r-»ligious bas. 'noa!

are separate matters which Mr. Wngn
does not spare either.

__

.ngton. On general review d_>> the rf.tt

were in r.otion almost constantly from asJP
in th- morning till late in the afterr.oor By
th* end of the time they were generally 1 un«

gay, and they were always tired The n-uie

?hat brought them back home with *!?«***
» ead» ti- and their feet swinging was not I

series sf patriotic hymns, but "Annie --..j
r*.e" and "The Old Folk« at Hon«." _Jl


